Connecticut College 

Digital Commons (a) Connecticut College 


Historic Sheet Music Collection 


Greer Music Library 


1848 

Give Me Three Grains of Corn, Mother 

O. R. Gross 


Follow this and additional works at: http://digitalcommons.conncoll.edu/sheetmusic 


Recommended Citation 

Gross, O. R., "Give Me Three Grains of Corn, Mother" (1848). Historic Sheet Music Collection. Paper 705. 
http://digitalcommons.conncoll.edu/sheetmusic/705 


This Score is brought to you for free and open access by the Greer Music Library at Digital Commons (3) Connecticut College. It has been accepted for 
inclusion in Historic Sheet Music Collection by an authorized administrator of Digital Commons (3) Connecticut College. For more information, 
please contact bpancier(5)conncoll.edu. 

The views expressed in this paper are solely those of the author. 








B 0STON 2 ‘uf/ZtsJu&ln ' 0 LIVER OITSON Jt$Wiiihtn0ffli .*■ 




1561 

































































































































































































































2 



in- 








* ^ a _ man a - ' • - n _.__ m a~ 

r&xs. * 



i. i. 

T 


\ 






o □ ’ 1 



j 




Ll 

grains of corn; It will 

1 1 

keep th 

e 

little 

1 1 

life 1 

have Till the. 

l Jt ? -- 




-(3- 






'rf ^ 




J-** 

1 fS * ' 




\ 










\ 

1 V a 



ft 


a 



# 

■ J 






J . i 

- -# 
' ~9 


-*> 

-6 

■ 


r^3 


4 


, 3 

i 

; 



1 ✓"S;-1- 







V It) *, *«• 

- 5 

'-=5- 


^ 

- -J- - 



1 Azy-fc— r) - ~ - 


-r—- 

-r- 


j- 


L 

I ^ 7— - 

: 

5 






i 




? ,- 

*=j 

— 

V-^n- 

fc=J 

^- 





—H- 


t . ^ 


-d 

F ■% 




t 


V m 




— 3 —i— 



n - m - 

Tf 

—J 


4 


• w 



w a 


a 

r~=- * — W~ 





- z. ^ --—r-e*-n n —-- 

m 

/—„ - 

oth 

L- 

er, 1 

am dy • ■ in 

£ 

N 

)f 1 

un - - ge 

r a 

h 

rul c 

old, . . . 
Hall: Is 

.And 

half th 

e 

I —^ r—f- 

j— 






“7- 



TT 

—1 - 





—J 




• 






— -y— 




■ -fft\ /- 0 

-# 

. . , 9 


—M 



a 


9 • f 



§ 

■ £ S 

-a-:- 

~TZ i 

i 

1 ^ ' - 0 


!* 






»a— 

a 

—•— * d 



-* 



. 








—s 


^^ 


1 - 


-a 

-:-- ... 

—& -:- 

-^ 




M - 

f v 

s 








—c 

• 



—£- 


- 










-G> 


• 

» • a 

-;-— 

^_ 3 

• 

P 

9 

















































































































































































































































































































3 




i 
























































































































































































































































































































3 

How could I look to you, mother, 

How could I look to you, 

For bread to give to your starving boy, 
When you were starving too! 

For I read the famine in your cheek, 

And in your eye so wild, 

And felt it in your bony hand, 

As you laid it on your child. 


5 

W hat has poor Ireland done, mother, 
What has poor Ireland done, 

That the world looks on and sees us starve, 
Perishing one by one ! 

Do the men of England care not, mother, 
The great men and the high, 

For the suffering sons of Erin’s Isle, 
Whether they live or die ! 


4 . . 

The Queen has lands and gold, mother, 
The Queen has lands and gold ; 

While you are forced to your empty breast 
A skeleton babe to hold ; 

A babe that is dying of want, mother, 

As I am dying now, 

With a ghastly look in its .sunken eye, 

And famine upon its brow. 


6 

There is many a brave heart here,mot her, 
Dying of want ami cold, 

While only across the channel, mother, 

Are many that roll in gold. 

There are rich and proud men there,mother, 
With wondrous wealth to view. 

And the bread they fling to the dogs to-night 
Would give me life and you. 


P Flebile: 




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































